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should not scorn the efforts of the human mind to arrive at
the truth.

I tell you that, because you have excessive prejudices as to
words. In truth, you read, you dig, you work much more
than I and a crowd of others do. You have acquired learn-
ing that I shall never attain. Therefore you are a hundred
times richer than all of us; you are a rich man, and you com-
plain like a poor man. Be charitable to a beggar who has
his mattress full of gold, but who wants to be nourished only
on well-turned phrases and choice words. But brute, ransack
your own mattress and eat your gold. Nourish yourself with
the ideas and feelings accumulated in your head and your
heart; the words and the phrases, the form to which you at-
tach so much importance, will issue by itself from your di-
gestion. You consider it as an end, it is only an effect.
Happy manifestations proceed only from an emotion, and an
emotion proceeds only from a conviction. One is not moved
at all by the things that one does not believe with all one's
heart.

I do not say that you do not believe: on the contrary, all
your life of affection, of protection, and of charming and
simple goodness, proves that you are the most convinced in-
dividual in the world.' But, as soon as you handle literature,
you want, I don't know why, to be another man, one who
should disappear, one who destroys himself, who does not
exist! What an absurd mania! what a false rule of good
taste! Our work is worth only what we are worth.

Who is talking about putting yourself on the stage? That,
in truth, is of no use, unless it is done frankly by way of a
chronicle. But to withdraw one's soul from what one does,
what is that unhealthy fancy? To hide one's own opinion
about the characters that one puts on the stage, to leave the
reader therefore uncertain about the opinion that he should
have of them, that is to desire not to be understood, and from
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